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mented Mrs Nixon, "and where you'll find jails
enough I don't know/'
" Do you know what I think of your horse-shoe
tale, sir?" asked the merchant, explosively,
"George! George!" said Mrs Templeton in a
soothing voice.
" I think it's tommy rot, sir I" said her husband.
"Very well," said Lochinvar M'Whizzle in an icy
tone. " I have done my duty. My conscience is clear.
I had intended, sir, to present you with this horse-shoe
as a memento of the occasion, but I no longer have
that intention. Instead, I lay it at the feet of a lady
whose soul, sir, is on a plane sufficiently high to call
to mine. . . . Miss Anderby," he continued, with a
graceful gesture, " accept from me this trophy of the
chase in memory of that ennobling conversation we
had together."
Laying the horse-shoe on a foot-stool at Maud's
feet, he rapidly left the apartment.
Mrs Templeton, in some indignation, got a small
pair of tongs and, picking tip the horse-shoe, dropped
it gingerly through a window on to a flower-bed. She
said she did not mind what Maud thought, but nothing
would induce her to have in her drawing-room any-
thing that had been in a crocodile's stomach.
Throughout her life, she said, she had striven to
preserve an elegant tone, and not even for Maud's
sake would she cease her efforts.
" I think I shall have it nailed on Old Joke's stable
door," said Maud, laughing.
"You don't believe it was his?" gasped the
merchant